"HVE FOR THE SYMBOLS AT YOUR DOOR
clothed all in Green O, was revived in 1914 for the New Zealanders
to go swinging along the roads of France, swinging into Passchen-
daele, stumbling back from Passchendaele—less than half of them.
"Five for the Symbols at your door."   Childishly, which usually
means literally, I saw myself going to the front door, opening
it and seeing the symbols lying there on the mat.   I do not know
what they were, only that there were five.   Hoping for the puzzle
to be solved in words of one syllable, I consulted the dictionary and
found, on the contrary, that "Symbol" was defined as:  "Thing
regarded by general consent as naturally typifying or representing
or recalling something by possession of analogous qualities or by
association in fact or thought."   But then it goes on in a more
sympathetic vein not so different from the Green Growing Rushes:
"White, the lion, the thunderbolt, the cross, are symbols of purity,
courage, Zeus, Christianity;  values the handle to his name only
as a symbol/'   I like " Values the handle to his name only as a
symbol", for again I do not quite understand what it means, and
there is no super-dictionary I can consult over the head, so to
speak, of Dictionary Itself.    Who is he, this mysterious Lord,
caring so little for ms lordship ?   The esoteric li&e has an esoteric
rhythm: "Values the handle to his name only as a symbol" . . .
in a world where all names are symbols, and behind them the
curious legend of myth and fairy, pagan and Christian, which
declares that names are the symbol of strength, and if you tell
your name you lose strength and virtue will go out of you.   The
god Eros was aware of this when he sadly denied his name to
Psyche; and Lohengrio, when he left his persistent bride on their
very wedding-night, and started again in search of the Holy Grail;
I feel that the Holy Grail comes into this somewhere; the Grail;
the symbol; symbols are the "mathematical signs for addition and
infinity",   A shining chalice and a half-sovereign and a tiny new
star might well have been three of the five symbols lying on the
mat just outside my front door when I opened it; I cannot guess
the other two, but as I was born under Gemini, it would be fun,
if I opened the door quickly enough, to catch also the Lily-White
Boys (clothed all in green) sitting on the mat, saying in unison:
"We won't tell you our names"—for indeed we are never told,
though some say it must surely be Castor and Pollux.
An unknown Sergeant-Pilot in the R.A.F. wrote me one day
a letter full of enthusiasm about my family books, in which he
seemed to find some peculiar satisfaction equivalent to "This one
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